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Sore Horn and 
Dr. Cockerel 


Sore Horn is. a buge ox living in 
Malaya. About a year ago she developed an 
ugly wound at the place where one of her 
horns came out of her head. 

She tried her best to cure it. She would 
shake her head often, then scratch the 
wound with her right back foot. But the 
wound would not heal. 

Then along came Dr. Cockerel, a wild 
chicken. 

Late one afternoon, Sore Horn lay on 
the ground dozing. Her wound was as bad 
as ever. Suddenly, Dr. Cockerel walked 
jauntily to her, jumped onto her back, and 
climbed to the top of her head. 

Neither Sore Horn nor the doctor real- 
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ized they were being watched. But a natu- 
ralist, Mr. Charles S. Ogilvie, was sitting in 
hiding not far away, and saw all that 
went on. 

The doctor began immediately to op- 
erate on the wound. For three minutes at 
least he worked away, removing twenty 
or more wiggling maggots and other things 
that were giving trouble. The operation 
over, he hopped to the ground and strutted 
off as if to attend another patient. 

The process had given the cow muc® 
pain, but she never winced nor even opene 
an eye. 

Ten days later, as Mr. Ogilvie watched, 
Sore Horn lay stretched on the grass, chew- 
ing her cud. Presently Dr. Cockerel came 
along. Seeing him, Sore Horn stretched out 
her neck and pushed her chin close to the 
ground. Then she tilted the sore horn down 
so that the doctor could get at it easily. 

Doctor Cockerel worked quickly and 
thoroughly, pulling out several more mag- 
gots, then strutted off to join his friends. 
As before, Sore Horn did not move during 
the operation. She seemed to know that 
the treatment would cure her wound. 

A few nights later, while Sore Horn had 
her head down cropping grass, Doctor 
Cockerel strutted over again to inspect. This 
time he did not operate. The wound was 
healing nicely. Pleased with the success of 
his surgery, he walked off a few paces, 
flapped his wings, and crowed. 

The maggots were gone from Sore Horn’s 
head. But what about the maggots in your 
head? Most Juniors I know have maggots 
in their heads—maggots of bad temper, 
grumbling, teasing, disobedience, cheating. 

Perhaps you know some of these maggots 
are in your life, and you have tried to get 
rid of them without success. Take a hint 
from Sore Horn. Let Jesus pull them out. 
He says He will “cleanse us from all un- 
righteousness” (1 John 1:9). Oh, it will 
hurt to have some of these maggots re- 
moved. But you will feel so much better 
when the operation is over. And Jesus wil 
feel so good about it, too, that the in 
says He will “joy over thee with singing 
(Zeph. 3:17). 


Your friend, 


alkene Wace? 














The Sad Fate of the Thursday Train 





“MY GOD HATH SENT HIS ANGEL"—4 











HEN Mrs. Bowen saw what had hap- 

pened to the Thursday train she was 
very thankful that she had taken the pastor's 
advice! 

It had been raining for many days. Mrs. 
Bowen, who taught school in the Inyazura 
Mission in Africa, had been asked to go and 
teach at Spion Kop College in the south. 
With her would go Eugene Jewell, the son 
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of the mission director. The time had come 
for them to take a train and leave. There 
were only two trains a week in those days, 
one leaving on Thursday, and one on Mon- 
day. At first Mrs. Bowen planned to take the 
Thursday train. 

“I wouldn’t do it, Sister Bowen,” said 
Elder Jewell. “You know if you leave on 
Thursday’s train you cannot reach Spion 
Kop before the Sabbath, and you will be 
traveling on God’s day. If you wait until 
Monday, you can get there by Thursday.” 
So Sister Bowen agreed to wait and go on 
Monday’s train. To page 19 
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MBUMBI 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER\/ 





CHAPTER 4: CURIOSITY SATISFIED 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Mbumbi was an African boy. One day, herding his 
father’s cattle, he heard boys reciting in school, and 
got permission from his father to enroll. He stayed 
in school eight years—an unusually long time for boys 
in those days. Then he married, and some years later 
went off to fight in the first world war. Coming 
home from the army, he had almost reached his = 
lage when he sat down with some companions to rest 
at the foot of a hill. It was early evening and they 
heard voices singing above them. Looking up, they 
observed that the sound was coming from brick build- 
ings that had not been there when Mbumbi had gone 
away. He decided he must investigate in the morning. 
HEN Mbumbi returned the next morn- 
ing, he heard singing again. 

"Yes, Jesus loves me, 

Yes, Jesus loves me; 

Yes, Jesus loves me, 


The Bible tells me so.” 


“What kind of place is this anyway?” 
he said to himself. “All they seem to get done 
is singing. Must be happy at least. Yet, they 
can’t sing all the time, for they surely put 
these buildings up in a hurry. And look at 
all those bricks. Say, I have an idea. I’m go- 
ing to have to find work soon; maybe I can 
haul those bricks down there.” 

By the time he had thought out all his 
plans, he had reached the building from 
which the music was pouring. He stood by 
a window, peeking in. What he saw sur- 
prised him. Inside were his friends, but they 


looked like the white people he had seen in 
the big cities. They were clean, and had on 
clothes. Most of them had two books in their 
hands, as if they knew how to read—which 
they did. While Mbumbi was musing, a hand 
was placed on his shoulder and he jumped 
with surprise and fright. 

“Sorry, friend,” said the stranger, who 
turned out to be the white missionary. “I 
did not mean to frighten you. Would you 
like to come in and join us?” 

“No, thank you, Bwana,” said Mbumbi, 
to whom the kind words were foreign, for it 
is not usual for a white man to be so gen- 
uinely friendly. “I came to ask for work. I 
have a couple of donkeys, and I see you have 
bricks that need hauling down to the new 
building site.” 

“Thank you very much for coming,” said 
Bwana, “but this is the Sabbath day, and 
we do no work or business on this day be- 
cause God says for us to rest on His day. 
I shall be glad to have you come to see m 
about work on another day. I believe I coul 
use an intelligent man like you. And now, 
friend, do join us in our church service. We 
are just about to begin. It is a pity that you 
missed the Sabbath school. You would have 
enjoyed it, I’m sure.” 
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Mbumbi was drawn by the very kind man- 
ner of the missionary Bwana, and almost 
against his own wishes he found himself 
seated in the little mud-and-thatch church. 
Inside the church, he enjoyed the singing 
even more than he had cut under the big 
tree. By the time they had reached the final 
verse of the song, he found he could hum 
along with the rest. He wished he had one 
of those books with the words in it that so 
many had. And the other books, he learned, 
@:-:: Bibles. 

When the service was over, Mbumbi was 
pleased with the friendly spirit of the people. 
True, they were all people he had known, 
but they were more than just friendly for 
friendship’s sake. They treated him like a 
brother. 

As he walked back to his village he felt 
a warm glow inside of him that he had not 
experienced before. Could it be that even 
then the Spirit of God was pleading with his 
heart? 

“I like that place,” he mused. “I like the 
songs, the sermon, the spirit, and the friend- 
liness of everyone. The white Bwana and 


his Mufumuhali [“queen, wife”] are so kind. 
Yes sir, I’m going back. I'd like to work for 
those people,” and he unconsciously began 
humming the hymn he had learned that day 
in church. 

His arrival in the village was noted by cer- 
tain young boys to whom Mbumbi was a 
real hero. They followed him as closely as 
they dared, and ventured to ask where he 
had gone. 

“I went to the mission,” he answered in 
an offhand manner. “Thought maybe I might 
pick up a bit of work down there.” 

“Why, they wouldn’t even talk to you to- 
day, would they?” queried one, bolder than 
the rest. 

Mbumbi was surprised at the strength of 
emotion that enveloped him as he rose to 
the defense of the missionaries. “Of course 
they did,” he answered. “We talked about 
a lot of things.” 

More important than work, too, they were. 

Mbumbi arrived with his donkeys at sun- 
rise on Monday morning just as he and the 
Bwana had agreed. It caused great excite- 

To page 19 


The missionary’s daughter thought Mbumbi was the kindest man in the world, for he gave her donkey rides. 
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Jacoba watches the crucifixion. 


HE IS RISEN INDEED 


/ 
(/By DELPHIA CLINE FREEMAN 


Jacoba held the 
bouquet at arm’s 
length, admiring it. 

“Grandmother 
will love these 
spring lilies,” she 
said aloud, and re- 
arranged the 
golden, long- 
stemmed beauties 
for the hundredth 
time. 

The hillside was 
getting steeper and 
rockier and she had stopped to catch her 
breath. Below her stretched the city, its 
white buildings and domes sparkling in the 
bright sunlight. Jerusalem was a lovely place 
at this time of year, with its greening 
slopes, its olive groves bursting into foliage, 
and its hillsides dotted with myrtle, pine, 
and palm trees. Scattered along the entrance 
roads were the huddled camps of the pil- 
grims, for many people had come to Jeru- 
salem to observe the Passover. 

Several times now in her fourteen years 
Jacoba had come down from Capernaum 
with her father for a long visit with her 
grandparents. Their small farm lay on the 
northwestern outskirts of Jerusalem and at 
the foot of Calvary hill, on whose lily-spec- 
kled slopes she now stood. 

A warm breeze flapped her robe about her 
ankles and caught in the long, loose sleeves, 
billowing them wide and tossing her flowing 
tresses around her shoulder. Overhead, fleecy 
white cloud-ships sailed across their sea of 
clear-blue sky. 
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Jacoba turned toward the hilltop a short 
distance above and decided to go on. She 
wanted to have a nice bunch of lilies for her 
grandmother to put in the big bronze vases 
for the Sabbath next day. 

Slowly picking her way among the rocks 
she neared the top. Just ahead a cluster of 
nodding lilies beckoned her. Running to 
them, she dropped, out of breath, on the 
ground beside them and carefully pinched off 
each stately flower as close to the ground 
as possible. She had picked almost all of 
them when the sound of voices reached her 
ears. She looked around but saw no one. 

The voices grew louder and then became 
shouts. Jacoba stood up. The sounds seemed 
very near. Quickly climbing the short re- 
maining distance to the summit, she looked 
down the southern side of the mountain. 
What she saw froze her to the spot. 

Up the valley from northeastern Jerusalem 
came a large crowd of shouting, jeering peo- 
ple surrounding three men carrying heavy 
crosses. 

Jacoba strained to see them better. The 
stooped and faltering figure of one of them 
was startlingly familiar. But surely it couldn’t 
be Him! She saw the man fall beneath the 
load of the cross, unable to rise again. Th 
some soldiers seized an approaching strang 
and made him carry the cross up the hill. 

Jacoba knew she should not stay to witness 
this crucifixion scene, but something com- 
pelled her to remain. 

Nearer came the procession until they 
were within two hundred paces of Jacoba. 
Then they stopped at a rising just below 
her. But no one looked her way. They were 
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too interested in watching the diggers make 
holes for the crosses. When they began to 
nail the men, outstretched, upon them, 
Jacoba dropped down behind a boulder and 
turned her face. 

They had finished with two of the con- 
demned men and had the third one lying 
on the remaining cross when she ventured 
to look again. At that very moment the man 
turned a weary head in her direction. She 
recognized Him—and she became weak with 


@: knowing. 

What had He done to deserve such pun- 
ishment? Why would anyone want to torture 
and put to death so good a man who never 
did any wrong, but who instead healed the 
sick, raised the dead, and taught of the beau- 
tiful life hereafter? Jacoba, with all her four- 
teen years of wisdom, was at a loss to under- 
stand it. 

She would have run to His side, but she 
knew it was useless. The mob formed a deep 
circle around Him and was held back by 
soldiers. She could never get through. She 
thought she recognized His mother, a pa- 
thetic figure whose angelic face mirrored 
deep grief. 

Then came the muffled sounds of nails be- 
ing driven into flesh and bones. Jacoba 


As Jacoba watched, she saw men take her Friend down 
off the cross and carry Him gently to a tomb in the 
side of the hill. Then she ran to tell grandmother. 
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winced at each heavy, piercing blow, and 
suffered with the man she knew so well. How 
could He lie so still and calm while they 
nailed Him down? Why, oh, why didn’t He 
show His marvelous power then? But not 
a sound escaped His parched lips as He 
meekly submitted to their cruel torture. 

The loud thud of the cross falling into 
the hole tore at the young heart of Jacoba, 
and she felt faint. When she again looked, 
she could see the whip stripes that lacerated 
His body, and drops of blood coming from 
thorns that crowned His head. The milling 
throng jostled about beneath Him, fighting 
over His garments, taunting and reviling 
Him. They had tacked a sign above His head 
with writing on it. Still keeping far away, 
she walked in a big circle to a place where 
she could read it: “Jesus of Nazareth, the 
King of the Jews.” 

Suddenly the sun was blotted out. The 
hill became dark as blackest midnight. The 
people were seized with abject terror. Light- 
nings flashed, and in their brilliance the 
face of Jesus could be seen, innocent and 
serene. 

Time dragged as the darkness continued 
to lie over the land. From time to time 
Jacoba could hear Jesus speaking, but she 
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TO COVER UP A LIE 


V py MARY GUSTAFSON 


| told a lie the other day—it seemed a little thing. 

| didn't even think about its way of widening 

Into another lie, and then another and another, 

Nor of the tears that it would bring at last to my dear mother. 


| didn't know it took more lies to cover up each one, 

And that the further on | went more lying must be done. 
And then | felt the sting of Mother's tears, and knew 

That telling just a little lie was very wrong to do. 


So now I'm going to tell the truth, so | can bring a smile 
To Mother's face, because | know a lie is not worth while. 
And if | do something that's bad, I'll stand right up and say, 
“I'm sorry, Mother. I'm to blame for spoiling all your day.” 


Then she will know I understand, and that on up from youth 
I'll be a lad—and then a man—who always speaks the truth! 


this man was the Son of 
God.” But Jacoba did not 
go. She waited to see 
what they would do with 
the body of Jesus. 

A little before time for 
the Sabbath to begin, 
some men gently re- 
moved His body from 
the cross and carried it 


to a nearby tomb tha 
had been newly hewn 2 


solid rock. Jacoba fol- 
lowed afar off and saw 
them lay the bruised 
body in its depths. Then 
the soldiers rolled a huge 
stone over its entrance 
and sealed it securely. 

Not until she saw this 
final act performed did 
Jacoba think of going 
home. Now she realized 
that her grandparents 
would be greatly con- 
cerned about her safety at 
such a time. She flew over 
the ground in her haste 
to get back and tell them 
what she had seen. 

She found her grand- 


ee 


could not make out His words. Then all 
at once the blackness lifted from around the 
cross and she could see His face. Everyone 
became quiet. Then He cried out in a loud, 
clear voice that all could hear, “It is finished. 
Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.” 

A gloriously bright light shone upon His 
face as He spoke, then He bowed His head 
on His breast and died. 

The paralyzed multitude stood still. Then, 
as suddenly as it had lifted, the blackness 
settled down again. Thunder rumbled. The 
earth shook as a violent earthquake tore 
up the ground and sent rocks crashing down 
the hillside. The people cowered in confusion 
and terror. Screams rent the air. 

Slowly the darkness dispersed, the thun- 
derings and lightnings ceased, and the earth- 
quakes calmed. In awed silence the crowd 
gradually moved away, some saying, “Truly 
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parents very much wor- 
ried. When she related 
her story of the after- 
noon’s happenings she 
discovered that her grand- 
father already knew of 
the sentence pronounced on Jesus. He had 
been close by when the mob in front of 
Pilate’s house had decided His fate. Then 
he explained how Jesus had been arrested 
the night before, and had been whipped and 
beaten many times. 

That Sabbath was a sad one for Jacoba. 

Sunday morning she could stand it no 
longer. She felt she had to go to the tomb 
where she had seen the men bury Jesus. 


talk to her, but at least it would be comfo 
ing to be near Him. 

It was a beautiful spring morning. The 
sun was just rising over the distant hills. 
Flowers seemed to have sprung up every- 
where and birds sang joyfully in the trees 
along the way. But Jacoba didn’t feel happy, 
and she didn’t see how they could be so 
happy at such a sad time. To page 19 


She realized, of course, that He could v 














STRIPED KITTENS 


MAB" you think skunks are mean, bad- 
tempered creatures whose one great joy 
in life is spraying evil-smelling stuff over 
people who come too near. 

If so, you're wrong. Skunks are very 
proper and well-behaved. Let me tell you 
about some I know, and I’m sure you will 
agree. 

One place where we lived in the moun- 
tains, we had to haul all our water three 
miles in a barrel. We went out over a 
steep, twisting road, up the side of a hill, 
then down a steep grade to the highway. 
The road was just wide enough for one car, 
though here and there were wider places 
where we could pass another car if we ever 
met one, which we seldom did. 

One night as we returned from the large 
spring near the highway we started up the 
long grade, hoping, as usual, that there 
would be no interference on that first, steep 
part. We just made it and were relaxing 
a bit when, from between two great trees, 
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there stepped out a full-grown skunk. She 
had done the same trick before, so we slowed 
down and let her take the middle of the 
road, expecting her to turn off into a thicket 
a short distance up the trail. 

But this time she went right past the 
thicket and on around a long curve. We fol- 
lowed, slowly. After about a third of a mile 
we came to a Clearing where we could see 
a little better, so we shut off the headlights 
and slowed a bit more. But when we put the 
lights on again, Mrs. Skunk was still there, 
ambling peacefully ahead. 

We caught up and blew the horn. There 
was no sign that she heard. We blinked the 
lights several times. No result! At a wider 
place we tried to get around her, but it was 
taking too much of a chance to crowd ahead. 

So we sped up, racing the motor to be 
sure she heard, and went up close behind 
her to encourage her to leave the road. She 
heard, and raised her beautiful black-and- 
white striped tail in warning. We wanted 
' none of her lasting perfume, 
so we quickly slowed, dropped 
back and followed—at her 
pace, which was about three 
miles an hour. So she lowered 
her fluffy tail till it just cleared 
the road, and, head forward, 
looking neither to right nor 
left, led us for one mile through 
the dark forest! 

She looked so proud and in- 
dependent, we had to admire 
To page 21 
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Suddenly, from the bushes beside the 
road stepped a stately black and 
white animal, a beautiful lady skunk! 
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The boys were deep in the cave, when Larry 


stumbled, dropping the flashlight. 


BLACKOUT IN THE CAVE » 


/ By MALCOLM MAXWELL 


ONALD! Donald!” called Mother. 

There was no reply. “Donald, come 
quickly,” she called again. There was still 
no response. 

“Oh dear,” she said to herself, “where 
can that boy be now? School was over an 
hour ago.” 

Lately Donald had had a habit of dis- 
appearing for periods of time. It was almost 
always when Mother wanted him most, too. 
When he would show up again, Mother 
would ask him where he had been. All he 
would have to say was, “I’ve just been explor- 
ing, that’s all.” 

These disappearances worried Mother. 
And this time, if she had known where 
Donald was, she would have been very wor- 
ried indeed. 

He was in the forest with his best friend, 
Larry. All around them were bushes and 
boulders and great tall trees. A boy at school 
named Jack had told them that there was 
an entrance to a cave at the bottom of a 
certain tall pine tree about half a mile from 
old Mr. Nightingale’s place. 

The thought of exploring a cave thrilled 
the boys. Even while Jack was still talking 
they decided to find the cave that very aft- 
ernoon. They thought it would be an easy 
matter to find the entrance from the direc- 
tions their friend had given them, but when 
they got there they discovered there were 
many tall pine trees around old Mr. Night- 
ingale’s place. But if they had to look under 
every pine tree in the forest they were 
going to find that cave or bust! 

They had looked now for almost two 
hours, and they were hot and tired and a 
little bit discouraged. 

“I guess we're never going to find it,” said 
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Larry as he sat down on a large moss-cov- 
ered stone. 

“Sure we are,’ answered Don. “There 
can’t be too many more pine trees to look 
under.” 

“Well, I'm tired and I'm going to rest 
here for a while; you go on by yourself!” 

So Donald went on by himself. He had 
hardly gone thirty feet before he gave a yelp 
of excitement. 

“Hey, Larry, come here! I think I’ve found 
it.” 

Larry jumped to his feet and a moment 
later both boys were peering into a dark, 
narrow opening in the ground. 

“This must be it,” said Donald. “It is just 
like Jack told us it would be.” 

“Sure looks dark in there, doesn’t it?” 
said Larry. 

“Look at all those spider webs,” added 
Don. 

“Sure hope there aren't any snakes,” said 
Larry. 

“Well, let’s quit talking and start explor- 
ing,” challenged Don. “Who goes first?” 

Crouching low, the boys pushed their way 
through the heavy cobwebs that surrounded 
the opening. Inside all was dark. The boys 
had one flashlight between them. Shining 
it around they found that they were in a 
large, rock-walled room. The ceiling was fi 
above their heads and the floor was lin 
with boulders. In one corner of the room 
there seemed to be another opening. Mo- 
tioning in this direction, Don beckoned 
Larry to follow. 

At first the going was difficult because of 
the large boulders the boys had to climb 
over. After a while, however, the boulders 
began to disappear, and to take their place 



































was a slick, gray mud formed by the lime- 
stone and water that trickled down the walls. 
As the boys went farther, the walls became 
narrower until it seemed that they were 
going to close in on them. When they 
stopped walking there wasn’t a sound that 
could be heard. It was scary quiet. When 
they turned out the light they couldn't see 
a thing, not even a hand in front of their 
faces. 

The boys went on and on. It seemed that 

i there was no end to the cave. Then all at 
once something happened—something the 
boys hadn’t planned on. Larry, who was now 
in the lead, suddenly slipped on the slick 
floor and dropped the flashlight. All of a sud- 
den everything was darkness. The boys tried 
to make the light come back on, but it 
wouldn't. 

Don and Larry began to feel very much 
alone. The cave seemed to be growing 
smaller and smaller, the darkness blacker 
and blacker, until it seemed they could al- 
most feel it. The icy water trickling down the 
cold stone walls seemed to make a sound 
like snakes creeping up on them. Shivers 
ran up and down their backs. 

“I’m scared,” said Don. 


“So am I,” said Larry. 

“What are we going to 
do?” groaned Don. “No- 
body knows where we are 
and we can’t find our way 
out of here without a 
light. It’s too dark.” 

“I've heard of people starving to death 
in caves before. Maybe we will too,” shud- 
dered Larry. 

Don shook the flashlight again vigorously, 
but it did no good. 

“Here, give it to me,” said Larry. “Maybe 
I can fix it.” He turned the switch on and 
off several times, without success. Then he 
struck the bottom of the flashlight with the 
palm of his hand. Still the light failed to 
come on. “I guess there’s not much we can 
do,” he said mournfully. “I wonder how long 
it will be before someone finds our bones.” 

“Why don’t we ask God to help us?” sug- 
gested Don. “Mother says that God's angels 
go with us everywhere we go.” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” said 
Larry..“I don’t know what He can do for 
us in here, but we sure do need some help.” 

So both boys got down on their knees 

To page 19 





Brushing aside the cobwebs, and with a sharp lookout for snakes, the boys crawled into the cave. 
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Peggy and Mike Hunt Trouble 


aa 


/ By IVY R. DOHERTY 


HAT shall we do?” asked Peggy of 

Mike, as she sat on the front porch of 
the farmhouse, munching a piece of bread 
and jelly. 

“Don't know,” Mike's muffled reply came, 
for he, too, was eating bread and jelly. “This 
blackberry jelly Mother made is simply de- 
licious,” he added. “How do you expect a 
fellow to be thinking about what there is to 
do when there is something about the place 
to eat?” 

Peggy swallowed and laughed. “Boys 
can’t ever think of anything but eating,” 
she observed. “But girls are different, and 
I have thought of something to do already, 
and it starts with an ‘H.’ Guess what!” 

“Harrowing?” asked Mike, knowing all 
the time that that was far from Peggy’s 
mind. 

“Stupid! Make a proper guess,” Peggy 
told him impatiently. 

“Hollering?” suggested Mike, mischievous 
lines spreading all over his face. 

“Equally stupid as the first guess,” an- 
nounced Peggy. “Seeing you plan to be 
difficult, I shall tell you before my patience 
wears out. Hunting starts with an ‘H,’ see?” 

Mike swung his legs over the edge of 
the porch a moment, as if considering some 
weighty problem, then glancing at his sis- 
ter, he said, “Maybe you have something 
good to suggest, even if you are only a girl. 
When shall we begin our expedition?” 

“Right this minute. We'll take the guns 
that Daddy always leaves loaded for emer- 
gencies. Mother and Daddy wouldn’t mind, 
if they were here.” 

Mike looked again at Peggy, for there was 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


a trace of uncertainty in her voice as she 
said Mother and Daddy wouldn't mind. He 
knew, the same as Peggy did, that Mother 
and Daddy would mind. It was nice to think 
that they wouldn’t mind, though, for the 
suggestion was very pleasing to the two ad- 
venturers. Mother and Daddy had not re- 
turned from town, and they probably would 
not be back for another hour, and in one 
hour a boy and girl could do much in the 
way of hunting! 

They raced to the closet where Daddy’s 
guns stood, lined up like a company of sol- 
diers, shining and proud. Guns, somehow, 
always sent a shiver through Peggy when she 
saw them. They were so cold and steely 
looking, and always whispered of excitement. 

On the outskirts of the back pasture, Mike 
tugged at Peggy’s sleeve, pulling her in be- 
hind a clump of greasewood shrubs. “See 
it?” he breathed excitedly. “A jack rabbit! 
That jack rabbit is as good as dead, as sure 
as my name is Mike Coleman!” boasted he, 
as he raised his gun and sighted the doomed 
animal. 

“Bang!” The report from Mike’s gun 
blasted the still afternoon, and that night the 
jack rabbit proudly told of a clever escape 


evening treat with some of his friends i 
Mike’s lettuce patch. 

““That jack rabbit is as good as dead,’” 
mocked Mike’s sister. 

“Never you mind,” he burst out, heatedly. 
“I’m out of practice, but the next one won't 
get away.” 

Peggy laughed. “If we follow the rules that 
we follow when Daddy takes us on our hunt- 


and a disappointed boy, as he enjoyed » 
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ing lessons, it will be my turn to shoot 
next.” 

“Have it your way,” he told her, and they 
trudged on in silence. Something kept gnaw- 
ing at Mike’s conscience. They had taken 
the guns without Daddy being with them. 
Peggy's mind was uneasy, too, but that was 
dispelled when Mike saw jack rabbit num- 
ber two. There was no hiding this time. 
Peggy leveled her gun, and fired, and there 
on the back pasture grass lay a very still 
jack rabbit. 

“That was quite an accident, old fellow,” 
Mike assured the dead animal. “She could 
never do that again in a lifetime.” 

“You stop that!” cried Peggy. “You are 
jealous because I got one and you made a 
terrible blunder with yours. Never mind. 
This is too exciting for quarreling. Your 
turn, Mr. Coleman.” She bowed low and let 
her brother take first place on the cattle 
trail that led into the hills. 

Minutes later, Mike shot his first victim, 
a squirrel. He wasn’t annoyed with Peggy, 
now, even though the rabbit was larger than 
his “catch.” And anyway, the next time 
Peggy shot, she missed, so why make a fuss? 


The rabbit Mike had said was “as good as dead” 





“Another shot each and then we had 
better head for home,’ Peggy warned. 
“Mother and Daddy should be back soon. 
It would be just as well if we got the guns 
in their places before Mother and Daddy 
return.” 

That is what Mike thought, too, but he 
did not say anything, because he had tried 
to persuade himself at first that his parents 
would not mind their having the guns out. 

The last two shots caught nothing more, 
and so the children started on their way 
home. They hurried, hoping that Mother and 
Daddy would be a little later than usual. 
Mike was walking behind Peggy, and as he 
stooped to get through the barbed wire 
fence that surrounded the pasture closest to 
home, he bumped the trigger. 

There was a frighteningly hideous ex- 
plosion. Mike jumped with surprise and 
shock, and before he had time to compose 
himself, there was a terrifying scream from 
Peggy. He saw her fall heavily to the ground. 
Putting the gun on the ground, and throw- 
ing aside the kills of the day, he raced to 
his sister. 

“Peggy! Peggy!” he moaned. “Can you 


scampered off to tell his friends how he had escaped! 
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talk, Peggy? Please say something! Talk, 
Peggy! You just ave to talk.” 

Peggy's big brown eyes opened wide in 
her pale, anguished face, and her colorless 
lips moved, but there was little sound. What 
could Mike do? Oh, what would he do if 
he had killed Peggy? Fears, like demons, 
clutched at the heart that he had once 
thought very brave. What would he do? It 
would kill Mother to lose Peggy. Oh, why 
had he done this thing? 

“Where did it hit you, Peggy?” he cried, 
tears rushing to his eyes. 

He saw that Peggy was trying to move her 
hand, and trying to talk, but she was not 
having success with either. He could hear 
Mother and Daddy coming up the farmhouse 























FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys and 
girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Betty Miller, age 13. General Delivery, Lincoln 
Beach, Oregon, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting stamps 
and post cards, trading photos. 

Carolyn Dyal, age 12. Route 2, Box 262, Old 
Belair Road, Augusta, Georgia, U.S.A. Hobbies: col- 
lecting pictures. 

John B. Swayze, age 11, in sixth grade. Box 57, 
Westdale, New York, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting 
model airplanes. 

Donald Perkins, age 12. Box 216, Barrowville, 
Massachusetts, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting license 
plates. 

Peggy Ann Just, age 15. 1651 Houston Avenue, 
Kingsport, Tennessee, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the 
piano and organ, singing, reading, progressive class 
work. 

Lynnie Murillo, age 14. 55 Asuncion Street, Pawa, 
Tabaco, Albay, Philippine Islands. Hobbies: letter 
writing, collecting poems and shells. 

Joy Holm, age 12. Springdale, Washington, U.S.A. 
Hobbies: cooking, music. 

Sharol Barnes, age 10, in fifth grade. Star Route 1, 
Box 66, Lancaster, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: col- 
lecting rocks, riding horses. 

Sharon Martin, age 15. 356 North Sheridan, Sher- 
idan, Wyoming, U.S.A. Hobbies: outdoor sports, 
writing letters, playing the piano. 

Wesley Stout, age 11. P.O. Box 96, Cathay, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Hobbies: studying stars, raising chick- 
ens. 
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drive. As soon as the motor cut out and they 
were out of the car, he would call them to 
come. He couldn't think of leaving Peggy. 
What if she were to die while he was away? 

He put his face in his hands and slumped 
on the ground with his head close to his 
sister's heart, as if by doing so, he could 
keep her alive. It seemed to him that it took 
Mother and Daddy two hours or more to 
get out of that wretched car. 

“Daddy!” he yelled, and “Daddy!” again. 

Mr. Coleman looked at his wife. ‘That 
was a cry of distress. Oh, no, it was more 
than that. It was a plea of anguish! Daddy 
dropped his numerous packages and raced 
in the direction from whence the sound 
came. 

“I’m coming! I’m coming!” he called. Mrs. 
Coleman had dropped her packages, too, and 
was following at a steadier pace. 

Daddy saw the guns. He saw Peggy. He 
saw Mike. The story was very simply told. 
Peggy was still breathing, but her eyes were 
closed, and she did not open them even 
when her daddy picked her up, very gently, 
and carried her to the house. Not a word 
had passed between father and son. Words 
were useless things right then. When Mother 
reached Mike she took his hand and they 
walked back together to the house. 

Daddy was on the telephone talking to 
Dr. Raymond, and Mike noticed that his 
voice sounded unusually tight. Then Mother 
and Daddy were beside the couch, looking 
for Peggy's wound. Blood was soaking her 
skirt. Then Mother found it. The bullet 
had struck Peggy at the lower end of her 
spine! 

Mike buried his face in Daddy’s arms 
and sobbed and sobbed. He could not say 
he was sorry. Those words sounded so weak. 
If only they had left those guns where they 
belonged! It wasn’t that Mother and Daddy 
did not want their children to have fun and 
be happy that they said No to some activ- 
ities. It was because they did want them to be 
happy that they sometimes said No. Mike 
was beginning to see that clearly now. 

Dazed, he thought the doctor must have 
arrived on a space ship, he had come so 
fast. To Mother, the ten minutes it had 
taken between the telephone call and his 
arrival seemed two eternities. 

After careful examination, the doctor 
asked Mother for a warm blanket in which to 
wrap Peggy. Then doctor and Daddy whisked 
Peggy to the hospital. 
































You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Guess Who? 
By MARY Jj. VINE "4 


Three hundred men, but not a single sword 
With which to fight the battles of the Lord. 
Three hundred men, yet armor they had none, 
Nor even a sling with which to aim a stone. 
But only trumpets, pitchers, each a torch— 
What weapons for an army on the march! 
Yet when the trumpets pealed, the pitchers 
crashed; 

The brave men shouted, and the torches flashed, 
The enemy, though strong, was put to rout. 
Who was the captain who brought this about? 
(See Judges 7.) 


a 


Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS / 


He was dedicated to the Lord before he was born. 

While he was still a child he was taken by his 
mother to the Temple to live. 

The Lord called him in the night and talked with 
him. 

He became a great prophet of the Lord. 

Once when the Lord’s people were afraid before 
their enemies, he prayed for them, and they won a 
great victory. 

He set up a stone of memorial, Ebenezer, saying, 
“Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.” 

He anointed Israel’s first and second kings. See 
First and Second Samuel. 





Many hours later, Mike, dressed in clean 
clothes, and Mother, grim-faced and ex- 
hausted from worry and apprehension, saw 
the doctor come to the waiting-room door 
at the hospital. Mike, tired and fearful, 
seemed to see Dr. Raymond as though he 
were many miles away, and his voice was as 
though it was coming from somewhere far 
off. 

“Peggy will live,” he told Mrs. Coleman. 
“But as far as we can tell, her legs are 
paralyzed and she will probably never be 
able to walk again.” 

Mike was joyful that Peggy would live, 
but when he knew that she would not 


Bible Step 


By OLLIE J. ROBERTSON / 
The words that you need to work this step are 
the same across and down. Work either way. 


1. call of bird that carried the olive leaf back to 
Noah (Gen. 8:11). 


2. boat paddle (Eze. 27:29). 

. daughter-in-law of Naomi (Ruth 1:4). 
. central part of a wheel. 

. husband of Sarai (Gen. 11:29). 


. good Israelite king who destroyed many idols 
(2 Chron. 14:2, 3). 


7. what Festus called Paul (Acts 26:24). 
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be able to walk, the clouds settled down 


over his spirits again. How could he see his 


sister lying—or even sitting—day after day, 


week after week, and possibly year after 


year, for a whole lifetime, unable to walk, 


knowing all the time that he had been for 
the most part responsible? How he wished 
that he could take all Peggy’s suffering and 
loss, and let her go free! 

But Mike has found that the best he can 
do is to be kind and considerate and help- 
ful to Peggy, and pray that one day God 
will see fit to work through some miracle 
of surgery to give Peggy the power to walk 
again. 
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CHARLES CAREY 


Selle GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards oy provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for wey young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


7 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes rege a ba 
facts. Some of the questions test th 

some provoke thought. Profitable ier Sabbath 


hours. 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could B 

locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names. 


PRICE, $1.00 


Prices Higher in Canada 
Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MTPALIN, 





REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING 
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ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 


Order NOW from your BOOK & BIBLE HOUSE 





BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
afford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when ates 

by from four to eight players. It tests one’s 
knowledge of Bible characters and one's agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible personalities and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 
when played intelligently. 

PRICE, $1.25 | 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 
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Blackout in the Cave 


From page 11 


and asked God to help them. Just how He 
was going to do it, the boys didn’t exactly 
know. After the prayer they got up. 

“Well, what now?” asked Larry. 

“I don’t know,” answered Don. “But I 
sure wish this old flashlight would work.” 

As he said the words, the light flashed on. 

“Look,” he shouted. “Prayer works! God 
did help us. Mother was right.” 

Happily the boys turned around and 
started the long walk back. 

When Don at last arrived home it was 
quite late, and Mother was there to greet 
him. She was half cross and half happy. 

“Where have you been? Are you all right? 
We've been looking for you everywhere. 
Just look at your clothes!” 

“I've just been exploring, that’s all,” an- 
swered Don. 

As Don was on his way to bed that night 
he stopped for a moment and said, 
“Mother?” 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Remember what you said about God an- 
swering prayer? Well, you're right, and I’m 
going to remember it as long as I live.” 


He Is Risen Indeed 


From page 8 


Just in sight of the tomb, Jacoba met one 
of the women she had seen at the cross. 
She was running excitedly, and Jacoba asked 
if anything was wrong. The woman cried 
out happily, “He is risen! I have seen Him! 
He spoke my name!” and kept on running. 

Jacoba wondered whether it could be true! 
She remembered hearing that Jesus told His 
followers He would rise again the third day 
after His death. It could be, but she wanted 
to make sure for herself. So she hurried on 


7 to the tomb. 

There she found the great stone rolled 
away from the door and a heavenly light 
shining in the empty sepulcher. It was true. 
Jesus was risen. 

Suddenly Jacoba dropped to her knees on 
the soft mossy ground and thanked the God 
she loved and served that Jesus was alive 
again, and that the cruel forces that had put 
Him to death no longer had power over 


Him. Death had lost its sting and the grave 
had lost its victory. 

She arose and started back down the hill, 
with a rich experience inside her heart that 
she would always love to tell to others. 

She knew, now, why the birds were so 
happy that morning! She was happy, too! 


The Sad Fate of the Thursday 
Train 


From page 3 


On Friday, Elder Jewell went to the little 
town of Rusape on business, and called at 
the railroad station. There he found a lot of 
excitement. The stationmaster told him that 
on Thursday the mail train going south had 
gone into the Macheke river in the middle 
of the night and that many lives had been 
lost. The train had approached the bridge 
over the river at considerable speed, not 
knowing that the rains had washed the 
bridge entirely away. All of the second-class 
coaches had been overturned and broken to 
pieces in the river. 

How thankful they felt, as they sat down 
to worship that Friday night, that they had 
not taken Thursday's train! 

By Monday the bridge had been tem- 
porarily fixed, and the train slowly pulled 
across it. From the window Mrs. Bowen and 
Eugene could see the wrecked coaches lying 
in the valley. Had they been in them, they 
would have been killed. Certainly an angel 
had come and changed their plans so that 
their lives might be saved. 


Mbumbi 
From page 5 


ment on the mission, for the missionaries’ 
small daughter had never been around don- 
keys before, and she felt that it was indeed 
a big day for her. She spent hours following 
the loaded donkeys to the building site so 
that she might ride back when they returned 
for another load. 

“Those donkeys are the bestest in the 
world,” she told her daddy at lunch. “And 
Mbumbi is the kindest man too—except you, 
Daddy,” she added loyally. 

The missionaries were impressed with 
Mbumbi, too. He was clean, honest, and so 
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Faas: Lion and the Flea 
By REUBEN S. DE LONG 


A little flea landed on this lion, just behind his ear. The lion scratched—the flea jumped. See 
if you can follow where the flea went before he met his sad end not far from the lion’s eye. 








cheerful. If he saw dishonesty among the 
other workers, he was quick to come to the 
defense of the mission and report the matter 
to the Bwana, who learned to love and trust 
him. 

After Mbumbi had been working at the 
mission for a few weeks, he went to the 
office one day to ask a favor of the Bwana. 

“Please, sir,’ he began, “may I make a 
kraal here on the mission and leave my 
donkeys at night? It is far to bring them in 
the morning and take them home again at 
night. Especially at night it is hard, because 
they are tired, and there are sometimes lions 
on the way.” 

“Well, Mbumbi, I think it might be ar- 
ranged,” agreed the Bwana. “Could you make 
the kraal yourself?” 

“Oh yes, sir,” he replied. “My wife will 
help me and we can finish it in a few days. 
And thank you very much, sir.” 

“You are welcome, Mbumbi,” said the 
missionary. “But sit down a minute. I have 
something I wish to talk over with you. 
You are one of the employees of the mis- 
sion now, so you are a part of our mission 
family. I like to have all my mission family 
take part in the activities of the mission. 
I wish you and your family would join us in 
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our little church on Sabbath. Think about 
it, will you?” 

The next Sabbath the Bwana was away 
on a journey, but his Mufumuhali noticed 
that Mbumbi and his family came into Sab- 
bath school just in time for the lesson study. 
How happy she was to see them there. And 
when someone lent them a songbook and 
Bible, Mufumuhali smiled. “That is how to 
win them,” she thought. 

Without being too obviously interested, 
Mufumuhali watched from time to time 
Mbumbi’s reaction to the various parts of 
the morning service, and she was pleased 
with what she saw. 

After the service, while the baptismal 
class members were meeting in the church, 
Mufumuhali and her daughter made their 
way slowly through the jungle trees to their 
house. As they neared home, they saw 
Mbumbi and his family out on the path 
that led them back to their village. Mufumu- 
hali waved, and they stopped and waited for 
her to approach them. 

“I just want to say how happy I am to see 
you here today, Mbumbi,” she said. “And is 
this your wife and daughter?” 

“Yes, madam,” he replied. “This is Ma 
Lichila and my daughter.” 























“I am surely glad to meet you, Ma Lichila, 
and your daughter, too. She should be in 
our girls’ school, Mbumbi.” 

“And I intend for her to be there next 
term, madam,” he said. “I have been very 
pleased with what I have seen you teaching 
the girls.” 

“You know, Mbumbi, you really should 
buy yourself and Ma Lichila a Bible and 
hymnbook. You would enjoy the services so 
much more that way.” 

“I know it, madam. I thought of it in 
church today.” 

“Bwana has them in the office, you know. 
Well, good-by for now. We are coming to 
your village this afternoon with the preach- 
ing band, so we shall see you then. Be sure 
to tell everyone that we are coming. 
Good-by.” And Mufumuhali walked into 
her house. 

As Mbumbi and his family walked along, 
they did a lot of planning. 

“We'll ask Bwana if we can move onto 
the mission, then we can put Lichila into 
the dormitory, and perhaps Mufumuhali will 
let you join some of her women’s classes, 
Ma Lichila, and you can learn while I work.” 

“I'd like that, Mbumbi,” agreed Ma 
Lichila. “There's just something here that | 
like—really like!” 

(Next week: A lion attacks Mbumbi's 
kraal) 





Striped Kittens 


From page 9 


her spirit. This was her home. We were 
the intruders, and she didn’t intend to move 
over for impolite visitors who refused to 
respect her rights. 

Several months later, during the summer, 
we were coming home from town. It was 
dark, with no moon for extra brightness. 
We were trying to name as many stars as 
we could see as we went up the steepest 


part of the grade. 
2 Suddenly, as we neared those same two 


pine trees, out stepped a big skunk. Just as 
daintily as the nicest lady, she picked her 
way over the fallen pine needles toward the 
center of the road. 

We stopped and waited, and had decided 
it was our same lady friend when out stepped 
an exact duplicate of her, but much smaller. 
A darling baby skunk. Oh! if I could only 
catch it and tame it. It was adorable! But 
the mamma was much too close, though she 
seemed to be paying no attention. 

She gained the middle of the road and 
started on her way. The baby followed with 
its nose about three feet behind the tip of 
her tail, or brush, as it is called. 

We were just starting to follow when here 
came another baby skunk exactly the same 
distance behind, its black and white fur 
gleaming, and it paced to the center of the 
road and lined up behind the other two, all 
with their brushes held the same way—just 
high enough to clear the dust. 

We were wondering how far they would 
go tonight when out came a third tiny skunk, 
the same size as the others, tail held the 
same way. It followed right in their foot- 
prints, it seemed. My husband and I waited 
now, in case there were others, but no more 
appeared, and we followed at their pace. 

This time we enjoyed ourselves more than 
ever before. That pretty striped mother 
seemed to enjoy walking in the beam of the 
headlights. And she more than paid her way 
by showing us her pretty family. 

Every time I think of those striped kitties 
I wish I had one for a pet. They looked so 
clean. Their black fur shone like polished 
jet, and the white glistened in the lights. 
We hoped they would walk a mile in front 
of us this night, but after a few curves they 
turned off into the first thicket. Still walk- 
ing Indian file they disappeared, one by one, 
and we never saw them again. 








COVER PICTURE by Bob Taylor. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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I11—The Angels’ Prophecy About Sodom 


(APRIL 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Texts: Genesis 19:1-3, 12-17, 23-28. 

Memory Verse: “But the same day that Lot 
went out of Sodom it rained fire and brimstone 
from heaven, and destroyed them all. Even thus 
shall it be in the day when the Son of man is 
revealed” (Luke 17:29, 30). 


Guiding Thought 


At the southern end of the low-lying Dead Sea 
is hidden one of earth’s greatest scars—the site 
of the one-time lovely city of Sodom and _ its 
neighburs. The country around these cities was 
once fertile and beautiful, but those who lived 
there forgot the One by whose hand all goodness 
and loveliness are given. They made the pursuit 
of pleasure their aim. In this city was one man, 
however, who kept love and reverence for God 
in his heart-—Lot, the nephew of Abraham. When 
the wickedness of Sodom and its neighboring cities 
became so great that God had to destroy them, 
God dispatched His angels to warn the righteous 
ones and help them to safety. 

We are living today in a doomed world, as the 
men of Sodom lived in a doomed city. God has 
sent His angels with messages of warning for all 
who will, to escape from the wickedness of the 
world by accepting and following Jesus. We can 
believe their message, or we can disregard it and 
meet certain destruction. Or, like Lot's wife, we 
can begin our journey to safety and fail to go 
all the way, because our hearts are in the world. 
This is the lesson the prophecy about Sodom has 
for us today. “The flames that consumed the cities 
of the plain shed their warning light down even 
to our time. We are taught the fearful and solemn 
lesson that while God’s mercy bears long with the 
transgressor, there is a limit beyond which men 
may not go on in sin. When that limit is reached, 
then the offers of mercy are withdrawn, and the 
ministration of judgment begins.”—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, pp. 162, 165. 


SUNDAY 


Sodom—The Home of Lot’s Choice 


1. When Abram left Ur to go to a land to 
which God promised to lead him, he took with 
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him his orphaned nephew, Lot. As the company 
continued on their travels their herds increased 
in numbers. What crisis occurred at Bethel? 
(Gen. 13:5-7.) 


2. How did Abram propose that they settle 
the dispute between the herdsmen? (Verses 8, 9.) 

3. What place did Lot choose for a home? 
(Verses 10-12.) 


NOTE.—'The most fertile region in all Pal- 
estine was the Jordan valley, reminding the be- 
holders of the lost Paradise, and equaling the 
beauty and productiveness of the Nile-enriched 
plains they had so lately left. There were cities 
also, wealthy and beautiful, inviting to profitable 
traffic in their crowded marts. Dazzled with visions 
of worldly gain, Lot overlooked the moral and 
spiritual evils that would be encountered there. 
The inhabitants of the plain were ‘sinners before 
the Lord exceedingly;’ but of this he was ignorant, 
or, knowing, gave it but little weight. He ‘chose 
him all the plain of Jordan,’ and ‘pitched his tent 
toward Sodom.’ How little did he foresee the ter- 
rible results of that selfish choice!”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 133. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 156, paragraph 1. 


MONDAY 
Sodom’s Wickedness 


4. What was the reputation of the inhabitants 
of Sodom? (Gen. 13:13.) 


5. In what words did the prophet Ezekiel de- 
scribe the wickedness of the city of Sodom? (Eze. 
16:49, 50.) 


NoTE.—'"The profusion reigning everywher 
gave birth to luxury and pride. Idleness and riche 
make the heart hard that has never been oppressed 
by want or burdened by sorrow. The love of pleas- 
ure was fostered by wealth and leisure, and the 
people gave themselves up to sensual indulgence. 

. Their useless, idle life made them a prey to 
Satan’s temptations, and they defaced the image 
of God, and became satanic rather than divine. 
Idleness is the greatest curse that can fall upon 
man; for vice and crime follow in its train.”— 
Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 156. 














For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 157, paragraphs 1, 2. 


TUESDAY 
The Prophecy and Ministry of the Ange!s 


i 6. Despite the dangers of living in a wicked 
city, Lot and his family remained in Sodom. 
One evening two strangers approached the city, 
and Lot, seeing them, invited them to his home. 
He wished to protect them from the wickedness 
of the people of the city. Imagine Lot’s surprise 
when he found that his guests were heavenly 
messengers. What did these angels prophesy 
bout the city? (Gen. 19:12, 13.) 

7. How did the angels help the half-reluctant 
family to leave the doomed city the next morn- 
ing? (Verses 15-17.) 

NOTE.—'‘Then the angels bade him arise, and 
take his wife and the two daughters who were yet 
in his house, and leave the city. But Lot delayed. 
Though daily distressed at beholding deeds of 
violence, he had no true conception of the debasing 
and abominable iniquity practiced in that vile city. 
He did not realize the terrible necessity for God's 
judgments to put a check on sin. Some of his chil- 
dren clung to Sodom, and his wife refused to de- 
part without them. The thought of leaving those 
whom he held dearest on earth seemed more 
than he could bear. It was hard to forsake his 
luxurious home, and all the wealth acquired by 
the labors of his whole life, to go forth a destitute 
wanderer. Stupefied with sorrow, he lingered, loth 
to depart. But for the angels of God, they would 
all have perished in the ruin of Sodom. The heav- 
enly messengers took him and his wife and daugh- 
ters by the hand, and led them out of the city.” — 
Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 160. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 158, paragraphs 1, 2. 


WEDNESDAY 





The Destruction of Sodom 




































































8. How completely were Sodom and its neigh- 
boring cities destroyed? (Gen. 19:24, 25.) 

9. How did the terrible conflagration appear 
to Abraham in his rural home? (Verses 27, 28.) 


NOoTE.—Archeologists who have investigated 
the Dead Sea area where Sodom and its neighbor- 
ing cities were situated, report that the area is a 
burned-out region of oil and asphalt. Nothing 
makes more smoke than burning asphalt. 

It was probably this that accounted for the sight 
that Abraham saw, of smoke going up to heaven 
“as the smoke of a furnace.” 


10. In what way did one of the refugees lose 
her life, and why? (Verse 26.) 


NOTE.— ‘While her body was upon the plain, 
her heart clung to Sodom, and she perished with 
it. She rebelled against God because His judgments 
involved her possessions and her children in the 
ruin.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 161. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 162, paragraph 2. 


THURSDAY 


The Angels’ Prophecy for the Men of Today 


11. What sin did Christ say was worse than 
the sin of Sodom and its neighboring city of 
Gomorrah? (Matt. 10:14, 15; 11:20, 24.) 


NOTE.—‘The Redeemer of the world declares 
that there are greater sins than that for which 
Sodom and Gomorrah were destroyed. Those who 
hear the gospel invitation calling sinners to repent- 
ance, and heed it not, are more guilty before God 
than were the dwellers in the vale of Siddim. 
And still greater sin is theirs who profess to know 
God and to keep His commandments, yet who 
deny Christ in their character and their daily life. 
In the light of the Saviour’s warning, the fate of 
Sodom is a solemn abomination, not merely to 
those who are guilty of outbreaking sin, but to 
all who are trifling with Heaven-sent light and 
privileges.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 165. 


12. What does the third angel’s message 
prophesy about the destruction of the wicked? 
(Rev. 14:10, 11.) What urgent invitation does 
another angel give? (Rev. 18:4.) 

13. Talking of the last days when destruction 
is about to overtake the earth, whom does our 
Lord tell us to remember? (Luke 17:32.) 

NoTE.—Lot’s wife was destroyed because, while 
her feet were outside the doomed city, her heart 
was still in it. Instead of gratefully accepting the 
salvation God offers us, we too can turn our eyes 
to the worldly connections and pleasures we once 
held dear, and like Lot's wife, be left lifeless on the 
road that might have led to our salvation. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 167, paragraphs 1, 2. 


FRIDAY 


the first word of a three-word verse in Luke 17:32. 
Finish the verse. 


Do you need to do what they tell you to? 


UNSCRAMBLE THIS WORD—BERMEREM. It is 


CONSIDER why Jesus spoke these three words. 
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an eye on him. She guided him with her horn and 
pushed him along gently wherever she wanted to go. 
3. Hooklip was nearly a year old before he saw his 
father. Before that it would not have been safe— 
he might have killed him! Hooklip nursed two years. 


1. Hooklip, a young black rhinoceros, was born on the 
African veld. For a rhino he was a cute little fellow 
and amusing to watch as he played around his moth- 
er’s fat legs. 2. When the two traveled he did not 
follow his mother, but went ahead so she could keep 
































4. Black rhinoceroses feed on brush, thorn shoots, 
and roots. The heavy horn is useful for rooting out 
bushes to get at the juicy roots and also for reach- 
ing the tender branches. 5. The hooked upper lip is 
moveable, and useful for picking up twigs and bring- 





ing food in contact with the heavy biting and grind- 
ing teeth. 6. The black rhinos have two horns on 
their noses, the front one usually the longer. They 
are a glued-together form of bristles instead of bone, 
not connected to the skull, though hard as ivory. 





ASIATIC 





SUMATRAN 














7. The white rhinoceros of Central Africa, now rare, 
is named for its wide snout, “ot for its color. (Wide, 
in Dutch, is “weit.”) It fee =n grass, and grows to 
be fifteen feet long and we.ghs three tons. The Asi- 
atic one-horned rhino is large and its skin forms folds 
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and has knobs on it like armor. The smaller Sumatran 
rhinoceros is sometimes quite hairy. It lives in the 
jungle highlands, but is also very fond of water and 
mud baths. 8. When Hooklip was full grown he was 
twelve feet long, five feet tall, weighed two tons. 





